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held sway, for already the power of the Moghuls had long been
waning,
The greatness of his race had departed and he was destined
to be the last of all. But such, he must have reasoned, was Fate,
and what Cod had ordained no mortal man must question,
Perhaps it was the very power of his ancestors, their over-
weening pride, the unorthodoxy of Akbnr, the cruelties of
Aurangztb, that had brought about the downfall of their people
at the hands of the Christian ? If his iorefathers had sinned,
then indeed their sins had been visited upon the children, until
in the end, old and blind, he was to die a prisoner of the Knglish,
who had slain his sons at the gate of Delhi, his own capital.
The Moghuls have passed away but their works remain and
no traveller who has wandered through the Forts of Agra and
Delhi, or visited Akbar's deserted city of Fatehpur Sikri can
ever lose the impression ot the grandeur that must have been
theirs. To-day all is deserted. The palaces that were once
filled with fair women and warriors in armour, where laughter
and music were sometimes drowned in the clash ol arms, are in
the possession of the stranger. Yet it is not difficult, as the
Indian guide leads the visitor from place to place, to conjure
up the scenes of life and colour of the past. In lisping mono-
tonous voice he explains—4' It was here behind this fretted screen
of marble that Mumtax-i-Mahal reclined amidst her attendant
women to watch the fighting elephants in the court below." , . ,
" It was here, in the Diwan-i-am, that the Kings, seated upon the
Peacock Throne, administered justice in the presence of their
people/' . , „ " It is in these dim vaulted chambers—look,
please, at the carved and inlaid marble and the ceilings encrusted
with tiny mirrors—that the ladies of the Court bathed," . . «
" It was from that black stone seat that Shah Jahun, the prisoner
of his son Aurangzeb who had seized the throne, gazed with
tired eyes over the bend of the river Jumna to the Taj Mahal
where lay the body of the woman he had loved so well, and where
a little later they buried him beside her/*
Within the walls of the palaces of Agra and Delhi arc many
wonderful things but none more wonderful than those memories
of the past.   The mighty have fallen, their weapons of war have
perished.   Their wealth is dispersed and their house is desolate ;
, but I like to think that their ghosts—the haughty kings, the
, gorgeous women, the courtiers and the eunuchs and the soldiers
—still haunt the precincts of the palaces that were theirs in life*

